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White  Horse 


Outstandingly  beautiful  .... 

Outstandingly  feminine  .... 

What  other  way  is  there  to  describe  the  YA-HOO  Queen. 
Miss  Jeanne  Mullaney  '63 
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GOINGS  ON  ABOUT  TOWN 


NINETY-SEVENTH  annual  Stock- 
bridge  bull-cutting  Thursday,  March 
IV  at  Grmnel  Arena.  Begins  promptly 
at  8:00  P.M.,  with  the  first  ball  being 
thrown  out  by  President  Lederle. 

R.O.T.C.  Mass  Drill  Thursday, 
March  22,  at  Alumni  Field,  11:00 
A.M.  Drill  will  be  picketed  by  Syn- 
thesis group,  led  by  Thoreaux  and 
Schneck.  Picketers  will  be  picketed  by 
local  chapters  of  the  D.A.R.  and  John 
Birch  Society,  led  by  Timothy  Buckley. 
Picketers,  counter-picketers,  and  cadets 
will  be  arrested  by  Chief  Blashole,  in 
keeping  with  campus  tradition. 

Y.A.F.  Young  Americans  for  Fasc- 
ism, symposium  Friday,  March  23,  at 
8:00  P.M.  in  Bowker  Auditorium  on 
The  Dangerous  Liberalism  of  Barry 
Goldwater.”  'They  will  be  attacked  by 
Synthesis,  the  pacifist  group.  Retalia- 
tion will  follow. 

ASSASSINATION  of  President  Le- 
derle at  Faculty  Senate  meeting  by  the 
Faculty  Senate's  Young  Turks — both 
of  them — Monday,  March  25,  at  7:45 
P.M.  in  the  Senate  Chambers.  Assas- 
sins will  be  seized.  The  President  will 
make  no  final  address  but  will  die  as 
he  lived,  noncommittally. 

Period  of  mourning  for  President 
Lederle  from  Tuesday,  March  27  until 
Friday,  March  30.  The  President  will 
lie  in  state  in  the  center  of  the  Student 
Union  lobby,  much  to  the  dismay  of 
Mr.  Lilly,  on  a catafalque  flanked  by 
an  honor  guard  of  R.O.T.C.  cadets  and 
Precisionettes. 

FUNERAL  rites  for  the  President 
on  Saturday,  March  31,  at  noon,  by  the 
shores  of  Campus  Pond.  Four  deans 
and  a Morgan  horse  will  be  slain  and 
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immolated  on  the  funeral  pyre  with 
Dr.  Lederle.  Refreshments  will  be 
served. 

BOARD  of  Trustees  meeting  Satur- 
day, March  31,  at  8:00  P.M.  Not  open 
to  public. 

FILMS.  Double  feature  Sunday, 
April  1,  1:00  P.M.  in  the  Union  Ball- 
room. First  film  is  remake  of  old  Diet- 
rich  movie  "Blue  Angel,”  which  ori- 
ginally won  high  regard  for  U.S.A. 
theater  when  shown  in  Europe.  Second 
film  is  movie  of  European  audience 
leaving  re-make  in  disgust. 

MUSIC.  Chubby  Checker  concert 
Wednesday,  April  4,  in  the  Cage — 
appropriately  enough — at  8:00.  (Con- 
cert Association  will  take  the  rap  for 


this.)  Mr.  Checker  will  demonstrate 
his  new  dance,  "the  Writhe”  in  which 
the  dancers,  imitating  Borgia’s  dinner 
guests,  scream  and  squirm  on  the  floor 
— separately.  It  will  be  raided.  Mr.  I 
Checker  will  leave  screaming,  "First 
the  twist,  and  then  the  whirl.” 

POLITICS.  Friday,  April  6,  at 
10:15  A.M.,  anarchists  will  dynamite 
the  east  wing  of  Machmer  Hall,  new 
home  of  the  administration. 

FENIAN  Society  meeting  Monday,  ,, 
April  9,  at  7:30  in  the  Ulster  room, 
Student  Union.  Lecture  on  "Anglo- 
phobia on  the  UMass  campus.” 

INAUGURATION  of  the  new 
President  of  the  University  Tuesday, 
April  10,  in  the  Union  Ballroom  at 
1 1 :00.  Formerly  an  executive  with 
I.B.M.,  the  new  President  is  a machine. 

GREEK  Ball,  Friday,  April  13,  at 
8:00  P.M.  in  the  Ballroom.  First  an- 
nual appearance  of  the  ghost  of  Gordie 
Massingham  to  the  President  of  I.F.C. 
on  the  battlements  of  the  Student 
Union. 

RIGGED  Chariot  Races.  Saturday,  j 
April  14,  in  front  of  Gooseman  Hall 
at  11:00.  Followed  by  execution  of  the 
late  President  Lederle’s  assassins,  who 
will  be  ceremoniously  drowned  in  the 
Campus  Pond  by  Coach  Joe  Rogers,  j 
who  will  deliver  a humorous  mono- 
logue. 

SPORTS.  Sex  team  meets  team  from 
Cornell  at  Cage  Tuesday,  April  17,  at 
7:30.  We  will  be  outmatched. 

FILMS.  Thursday,  April  19,  at 
1 1 :00  in  room  209,  ROTC  'Building. 
Training  film  "The  Court-Martial  of 
General  Billy  Mitchell.”  Popcorn  will 
be  sold. 


I he  Ya-Hoo  is  the  official  undergraduate  humour  magazine  of  the  Student  Body  of  the  University  of  Massachusetts.  Chairman  of  the 
Board  Wes  Honey,  President  of  the  Corporation  Tracy  B.  Wilson,  Secretary  of  the  Corporation  Joe  Patten,  Treasurer  Bernie  Krasnoff. 
Contributors  Aranow,  Axelrod,  Theroux,  R Wilson,  and  of  course,  Ena. 


GOOD  FRIDAY.  Friday,  April  20. 
No  comment. 

MUSIC.  Chubby  Checker  concert. 
Wednesday,  April  25,  at  8:00  in  the 
Cage.  Mr.  Checker  will  demonstrate 
his  new  dance,  "the  ****,”  which  is 
self  explanatory.  It  will  be  raided 
again.  The  Concert  Association  will 
disclaim  any  responsibility.  But  no  one 
will  believe  them. 

YOUNG  Americans  for  Fascism 
Meeting  on  Monday,  April  30,  in 
Franco  room  of  Student  Union  at  8:00 
P.M.  Address  on  "The  Final  Solution 
of  the  Liberal  Problem"  by  visiting 
Austrian  paperhanger  statesman.  Good 
for  laughs. 

SPORTS.  Sex  team  meets  team  from 
Mount  Mary  College.  Wednesday,  May 
2,  at  7:30  in  the  Cage.  They  will  be 
outmatched. 

THURSDAY,  May  3 all  day.  Day  of 
mourning  loss  of  ex-Provost  Shannon 
McCune  to  U.N.E.S.C.O.  Dancing  and 
general  festivities  for  those  who  wish. 

R.S.O.  Office,  in  the  person  of  Mr. 
Edward  Buck,  will  devour  four  (4) 
new  student  organizations.  Sat.,  May  5, 
at  10:00  A.M.  in  the  Student  Union 
Commonwealth  Room. 

INTERCOLLEGIATE  Bawdy  Song 
Sing  Sunday.  May  6,  at  3:00  P.M.  in 
the  Union.  Everyone  will  'be  drunk. 
Event  will  be  won  by  Mitch  Miller  and 
the  "Sing  Along  Gang.” 

SPRING  Military  Review.  Wed., 
May  9,  7:00  P.M.  at  Alumni  Field. 
Gen.  Edwin  Walker,  U.S.A.  (ret.) 
will  be  shown  to  the  troops.  Lt.  Col. 
Aykroyd  will  be  busted.  Y.A.F.  brown 
shirts  will  march. 

ANNUAL  Spring  Freshman  De- 
flowering Day.  Monday,  May  14,  at 
1:00  P.M.  Sponsored  by  the  Maroon 
Key,  it  will  be  held  at  the  Tammany 
Chi  house,  naturally. 

FILMS.  Movie  "Hiroshima"  Thurs- 
day, May  17,  7:00  P.M.,  at  Union.  All 
R.O.T.C.  cadets  are  forbidden  to  at- 
tend. 

SPRING  Day.  Monday,  May  21.  All 
students  participating  will  be  tortured 
to  death  in  the  cellars  of  South  Col- 
lege by  order  of  the  Administration. 


LAST  day  of  classes  Tuesday,  May 
22.  Cramming  period  May  22-23. 

EXAMS  begin  Thursday,  May  24. 
Ramming  period  May  24-June  2. 

SPORTS  Parachute  Club.  Saturday, 
May  26,  at  1 :00,  vicinity  Campus 
Pond.  Demonstration  jump  by  three 
battalions  of  the  101  Airborne  Divi- 
sion, U.S.  Army. 

CRIME.  Tuesday,  May  29,  at  3:15 
P.M.  in  Student  Union.  O.A.S.  will 
hold  up  Student  Union  Offices  and 
shoot  Mr.  William  Scott,  a secret 
agent  for  the  Surete. 

SENIOR  Week  Festivities.  Monday, 
June  4-Saturday,  June  9.  Various  de- 
baucheries for  depraved  upperclass- 
men. 

COMMENCEMENT,  Sunday,  June 
10.  Thank  God.  Seniors  will  scramble 
for  degrees  in  History,  Engineering, 
English,  etc.  at  1:00  P.M.  Ceremonies 
will  be  followed  by  the  official  closing 
of  the  University  as  an  institution  of 
higher  learning — much  to  the  dismay  of 
the  Centennial  Committee  — and  end- 
ing a 99-year  noble  experiment  in  edu- 
cation. Material  belonging  to  the  Uni- 
versity will  be  sold  at  auction,  and  the 
land  will  be  given  to  the  Massachu- 
setts National  Guard  for  use  as  a mis- 
sile-launching site  against  targets  in 
Connecticut.  Razing  of  buildings  will 
begin  the  next  day,  with  Mr.  Lilly 
committing  suicide  in  the  rubble  of 
the  Student  Union.  Each  senior  will 
be  given  a piece  of  the  Union  to  take 
with  him,  in  recognition  of  the  $80 
worth  of  tapes  he  has  paid  towards  its 
support. 
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THE  TALK  OF  THE  TOWJ 


VU7  e were  off,  the  other  day,  manu- 
script  in  hand,  to  see  our  pub- 
lisher. We  found  him  in  his  office  read- 
ing. We  commented  that  reading  was 
! certainly  a strange  pastime  for  one  in 
the  publishing  business,  to  which  he 
waved  a sheaf  of  papers  under  our 
nose.  Aware  that  our  venerable  mentor 
traced  his  ability  in  finance  back 
through  his  geneaology  (composed  of 
equal  parts  of  Charlie  Chan,  Jesse 
James,  and  Shylock)  we  explained  that 
our  bills  were  all  paid  and  we  were 
once  again  in  the  graces  of  the  NAM. 

It  came  to  pass  that  our  publisher 
was  reading  the  manuscript  of  a new 
book  he  was  printing.  "You  may  not 


be  able  to  come  out  for  two-three  more 
weeks,’’  he  chortled,  "I’m  printing 
this.  It’s  funny!”  We  purposely  ig- 
nored his  innuendo  ridden  prattle. 

This  is  the  manuscript  of  a humorous 
do-it-yourself  book.”  We  backed  to- 
wards the  door.  "Here,”  he  cackled, 
"under  the  automotive  section.  Do  you 
know  how  to  make  anti-freeze?” 

A shudder  dislocated  three  of  our 
vertebrae.  "You  take  away  her  woolen 
undies!”  he  paroxymed.  We  felt  like 
telling  him  that  this  would  not  work 


on  our  hot  blooded  auntie  who  was  the 
reason  for  Please  Keep  Feet  Off  Fur- 
niture signs.  "Now,"  he  wheezed,  rif- 
fling the  pages,  "know  how  to  make  a 
grass-hopper?”  We  were  of  a mind  to 
tell  him  of  the  University  ruling, 
when  he  chimed  with,  "You  have  to 
be  small  and  fast  and  sneak  up  behind 
one  when  he  isn’t  looking.”  The  cold 
of  the  door-knob  felt  good  in  our 
hand.  "And  get  a load  of  this  one! 
Know  how  to  make  a hormone?”  We 
opened  the  door  surreptitiously.  "You 
squeeze  . . .”  We  were  off  and  down 
the  hall  in  search  of  a mimeograph 
machine. 

Not  too  long  ago  we  were  at  a 
clandestine  cocktail  soiree,  sip- 
ping our  Johnny  Jameson  as  quietly  as 
our  stupor  would  allow  us,  and  listen- 
ing to  the  talk  that  ran  about  us.  "She’s 
so  impressionable,”  we  overheard  one 
liberally  endowed  young  lass  whisper  to 
another  at  the  expense  of  a non-present 
third.  "So  impressionable,  why  after 
she  read  Exodus  she  went  to  a plastic 
surgeon  and  had  her  nose  changed — 
back.”  We  left  when  the  conversation 
degenerated  to  the  pressing  questions 
of  whether  the  potato  chips  should  be 
made  stiffer  or  the  dip  looser,  and  that 
really  world  shaking  teaser:  "What  do 
you  send  to  a sick  florist?” 

Back  at  the  office  we  share  with 
the  Tri-Weekly-Blah  we  took  stock 
of  our  library  and  careful  notice  of  the 
titles  on  the  shelf.  All  best-sellers  and 
excluding  the  Golden  T rasher y,  all 


titled  from  a truncated  phrase  from 
either  the  Good  Book  or  other  well- 
known  sources.  There  was  East  of  Eden, 
and  The  Grapes  of  Wrath,  from  the 
Good  Book,  and  All  The  King's  Men 
from  Mother  Goose’s.  It  occurred  to 
us  that  perhaps  the  titles  had  done  a 
lot  to  help  these  books  on  their  way  to 
success,  so  we  made  up  a list  of  trun- 
cated phrases  that  budding  young  auth- 


ors could  use  to  help  their  works  sell. 
At  the  top  of  our  iist  is  Up  a Rope. 
Followed  by  such  sure  fire  successes 
as:  In  Your  Flat,  Your  Old  Wazoo,  In 
A Lake,  and  last,  but  not  least,  for  the 
avante  garde,  At  A Rolling  Dough- 
nut. 

• 

A t one  of  the  area’s  more  fashion- 
able  night  spots,  where  the  bar- 
tender wears  a shirt,  a cute  young  thing 
with  a borrowed  ID  lisped  to  the  bar- 
keep  in  pseudo  - sexy  - woman  - of  - the- 
world  tones,  "A  martini  please,  very 
dry.  Not  too  much  water.” 

La  Dolce  Vita 

T^\  uring  our  North  Pleasant  Street 
jaunts  we  were  surprised  to  find 
all  the  building  activity  going  on.  One 
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house  has  made  an  addition  to  their 
structure,  another  has  a sign  up  pro- 
phesying a new  edifice,  and  a third 
group  is  starting  on  a completely  new 
building.  We  checked  in  our  directory 
of  recognised  social  fraternities  and 
could  find  no  mention  of  that  partic- 
ular association.  Evidently  the  Univer- 
sity is  going  to  have  a second  Latin- 
letter  fraternity.  Has  anyone  ever  heard 
of  IHS? 

T n the  Book  Section  of  the  Times, 
not  too  long  ago,  we  were  pleased  to 
see  an  advertisement  for  01'  Sam  Cle- 
mens "1601’'.  It  gave  us  hope.  The 
works  of  that  old  roue,  Le  Marquis  de 
Sade  won't  make  it,  we  fear,  but,  per- 


haps, Henry  Miller  will  be  able  to 
come  home  and  Norman  Mailer  can 
start  spelling  simple  four-letter  Anglo- 
Saxon  words  correctly,  for  a change. 
The  next  stop,  as  we  see  it,  will  be 
full  page  photo-cartoons  in  Yahoo 
when  next  election  time  rolls  around. 
Gottesmiihlen  mahlen  langsam,  mah- 
leu  aber  trejflish  klein! 

Wf  e would  like  to  take  this  oppor- 
YY  tunity  to  wish  God  speed  and 
bon  voyage  to  one  of  our  editors  who 
is  leaving  us.  Graduation  has  entangled 
Wes  Honey  in  its  meshes  of  getting  a 
job  in  order  to  support  three  cats,  a 
dog  and  a wife  who  has,  thus  far,  sup- 
ported him.  He  has  asked  us  if  he 


could  use  this  space  to  include  a few 
observations  gleaned  from  four  years 
in  the  Rathskellar,  and  we  agreed. 

Four  years  ago  I entered  the  Uni- 
versity not  knowing  the  ablative 
from  the  dative.  I am  leaving  the 
same  way.  In  these  four  fruitful 
years,  and  if  anyone  should  think 
they  have  not  been  fruitful  he 
should  take  to  hitch-hiking  back 
from  Northampton  late  at  night,  I 
have  developed  a few  complaints. 
One  of  them  is  about  the  profes- 
sor who  assigns  a forty  page  term 
paper  half  way  through  the  course. 

We  had  to  exclude  the  rest  of  our  ex- 
editor’s  complaints.  Vituperative  chap, 
that. 


"Yes,  class  of  ’49.  Then  the  other  day  I got  a letter  saying  I was  one  semester 
deficient  in  physical  education.” 


I 


:x- 1 Tn  our  past  issue  reference  was  made 

,,  '*•  to  Albert  Moravia’s  book  The  Blank 

r 

Canvass.  In  particular,  it  was  stated 
that  the  philosophy  seemed  to  be 
Cogito  ero  sum.  This  was  a misprint — 
‘ it  should  have  read  Coho  ergo  sum.  If 
you  don’t  get  it,  don’t  worry;  we  don’t 
j either  . . . often. 
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Tick,  tick,  ticking  . . . 

it  clicks  across  the  outer  edge  of  the  senses 
— the  sound  of  a woman  crossing  a tiled  floor 
Heads  turn  like  radar 

to  pick  up  the  source 
A smartly  styled  shoe 
A lovely  leg 

A chic  dress 

A strawberry  soda 
And  pie 
A' 

La 

Mode 

. . . False  alarm. 
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PELT  ME,  PET  MY  DOG 


When  I decided  to  fill  the  tub  with 
warm  water,  a tankard  with  stout,  and 
take  de  Sade’s  Justine  into  the  privacy 
of  my  sjIj  di  bagno  for  a perusal, 
there  was  not  a mote  of  life,  other 
than  the  dog,  in  the  house.  I had  hard- 
ly begun  when  the  phone  rang.  Tak- 
ing advantage  of  the  apartment's  empti- 
ness I sallied  forth  into  the  living 
room  in  all  my  pristine  splendour.  Life 
had  come  to  909.  The  teen  age  Snively 
girl  with  the  adolescent  skin  problem 
was  tittering  through  a bit  of  my  D.  H. 
Lawrence  while  her  Borzoi  was  frus- 
tratingly  discovering  that  my  Basset 
was  indeed  a male.  Shielding  my  fore- 
most regions  with  a Picasso  print  I dis- 
missed the  acned  little  harridan  and 
broke  up  the  canine  tete-a-tete. 

"Hello,”  she  said  over  the  'phone, 
a hell  of  a way  to  greet  a wet  man. 

"Hello,”  I answered,  watching  a 
rivulet  of  bath-water. 

"Are  you  dressed?” 

Assured  that  my  caller  didn’t  have 
one  of  those  video-phones  the  editors 
of  science  magazines  are  always  harp- 
ing about,  I lied  and  said,  "Oh,  yes.” 
"Too  bad!  We’re  having  a party.  A 
come-as-you-are  party,  and  so  far  we've 
gotten  ten  people  undressed.”  I should 
have  asked  if  she  had  gotten  them  un- 
dressed before,  or  after,  they  got  to  the 
party,  but  the  color  was  beginning  to 
run  in  my  Picasso.  "Do  come,”  she 
said,  "and  bring  your  dog.” 

"I’m  not  married,”  I shot  back. 

You  do  have  a sense  of  humor,” 
she  tittered  inanely.  I looked  at  my 
Boy  and  a Horse”  and  was  about  to 
add  tattoos,  when  she  added,  "In  half 
an  hour.”  She  hung  up. 

I thougi  that  I knew  who  my  caller 
was.  In  any  event  the  party  shouldn’t 
too  hard  to  find.  Just  look  for  ten 
undressed  people.  In  half  an  hour  I 
was  on  my  way,  forty-five  stubby 
legged  pounds  of  Basset  in  tow,  to  Sue 
Knockwurst's. 


The  party  was  the  same  as  all  of 
Sue’s.  One  half  of  the  men  either 
posed  for  a shirtmaker’s  ads,  or  pink- 
eye was  rampant.  The  other  half  posed 
for  Revlon  ads.  The  women  were  a 
more  variegated  lot:  some  tried  to  look 
as  though  they  breakfasted  at  Tiffany’s, 
others  like  Breck  ads,  and  one  was  the 
spitting  image  of  Commander  White- 
head.  The  only  thing  missing  was 
Margaret  Mead  taking  notes. 

I managed  to  fill  a clean  Mason  jar 
with  liquor  before  Sue  spotted  me. 
"Dahling,”  she  gushed,  "Dahling,”  as 
'though  she  were  on  tape  for  Pat  Den- 
nis. "It’s  so  good  to  see  you!” 

"Thank  you,”  I said,  wiping  the 
blood  from  my  lip  where  she  had  bit- 
ten me.  "Nice  little  gathering,”  I of- 
fered, counting  sixty-three  noses  and 
twenty-two  nose  bobs. 

"Oh,  the  same  old  crew,”  she  con- 
descended, "you  know  everyone  I’m 
sure  . . . the  Frobishers,  the  Groats, 
the  Funkworts,  the  Snivelies  . . .” 

At  the  mention  of  the  name  Snively 
a rather  sallow  looking  chap  with  the 
unmistakable  air  of  a man  too  proud 
to  be  an  honest  dipsomaniac,  turned 
his  face  to  me  and  his  nose  straight  up. 
"Ahh,”  he  intoned,  his  tonsils  vibrat- 
ing with  a castrati  gusto  not  seen  since 
the  days  of  classic  Italian  opera,  "Ahh, 
you  are  the  actor  living  across  from 
us.” 

At  wits’  end  for  a place  to  hide,  I 
mustered  my  Courage  and  asked, 
"Actor?” 


"Animator,  my  mistake,”  he  smiled 
with  all  the  warmth  of  a cobra  making 
acquaintance  with  a staked  goat.  "Zelda 
told  me  of  the  way  you  brought  a 
primitive  painting  to  life  this  after- 
noon. She  said  she  could  almost  hear 
the  horse  whinny.”  I felt  like  telling 
him  of  the  whinnying  I went  through 
getting  rid  of  the  run  pigment  that 
made  me  fear  that  in  case  of  a sneak 
attack  of  appendicitis  I would  be  taken 
for  a pre-Roman  Britton.  Instead  I 
signalled  Cyril  to  go  through  the  old 
leg-raising  gambit  and  fled  when  it 
dawned  on  me  that  Zelda  was  his 
Clearasil  before-photo  daughter. 

My  retreat  from  Snively  led  me  in 
the  general  direction  of  the  bar.  My 
path  was  blocked  by  vast  masses  of 
flesh.  The  hirsute  lady  Schwepps  sales- 
man was  explaining  in  Metropoli- 
tanesque  basso  prof  undo,  to  a man  who 
was  either  genuflecting,  or  was  Lautrec 
in  the  flesh,  that,  "When  Shelby  went 
off  to  college,  Damon  and  I were  sure 
that  she  was  ripe  for  an  affair,  so  we 
took  her  to  Doctor  Phillips  for  a fit- 
ting . . .”  Again  a signal  and  a cold 
nose  opened  a path  for  my  ease  of 
egress.  As  I was  passing  behind  a ma- 
tron so  well  endowed  that  all  of  Gali- 
leo’s experiments  seemed  to  have  been 
in  vain  there  came  a tap  on  my  shoul- 
der. At  first  I thought  it  Out  a nervous 
tic,  but  when  it  persisted  I turned  to 
find  myself  faced  by  one  of  the  ten 
best  undressed  women  in  America,  re- 
splendent in  a backless  dress  gotten 
into  backwards. 

"Is  she  a Basset  hound?”  she  asked, 
indicating  Cyril. 

Anyone,  and  especially  a pretty  any- 
one wearing  a dress  so  cut  as  to  run 
the  risk  of  contracting  cold  in  the  in- 
testines, capable  of  confusing  a male 
Basset  with  a female  Basset  deserves 
cultivation.  Such  a confusion  could 
only  be  likened  to  confusing  Everest 
with  the  Grand  Canyon.  "Why,  yes 
she  is,”  I serpented,  while  visions  of 
Edenic  apples  danced  in  my  head. 

"She’s  very  cute.  I just  love  dogs, 
don’t  you?” 

I had  the  very  uncomfortable  feel- 
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"Slow  down,  Bigley.  The  loudest  noise  I can  hear  is  the  clock.” 
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ing  that  1 was  doing  with  mentality 
" hat  Humbert  Humbert  had  done  with 
age.  I adore  dogs,"  1 chortled, 
they're  so  companionable.” 

'Yes  they  are.  I would  so  like  to 
have  one  tor  my  very  own.” 

I hate  to  admit  it,  but  for  a fleeting 
second  1 was  counting  up  the  bills,  vet 
fees,  and  all  the  other  folderol,  and 
doing  a bit  of  mental  addition  to  see 
if  the  price  was  right.  "Could  I get 
you  a drink  " ' I asked,  intoning  to  my- 
self that  indeed  candy  was  dandy,  but 
liquor  was  certainly  quicker. 

Yes,  please."  She  pointed,  without 
using  her  hands,  to  the  concoction  in 
a sealed  jar  in  the  hands  of  a portly 
man.  That  looks  interesting.” 

By  moves  and  maneuvers  never 
taught  at  Sandhurst,  I had  managed  to 
outflank  the  objective  by  the  two  walls 
radiating  from  the  fornix  into  which 
she  was  backed.  "Containment”  is 
Kennan  s word  for  it.  Entrusting  Cy- 
ril's leash  to  her,  I set  off  to  inquire 
of  the  man  with  the  intriguing  con- 
coction. I sidled  up  to  him  as  he  was 
explaining  to  a sweet  young  thing  with 
a bank-roll  appraising  eye,  that  sterility 
was  not  inherited.  "Sir,”  I whispered. 
The  young  lady  refused  to  leave. 
Doctor  Phillips,”  she  gurgled,  "you 
do  know  so  much  about  medicine.” 
Doctor  Phillips?”  I asked,  remem- 
bering the  distaff  Commander  White- 
head  and  hoping  to  keep  him  in  mind. 

Yes,"  he  said,  checking  me  for  any 
oral,  aural,  or  nasal  congestions.  "Yes, 
I’m  Phillips.” 

The  young  lady,”  I said,  nodding 
to  my  prey,  would  like  to  know  what 
you’re  drinking.” 

Shelby'"  he  blurt,  and  all  at  once  1 
felt  that  Damon  el  ux  had  known  what 
they  were  doing.  He  showed  me  the 
bottle  that  had  captivated  Shelby,  and 
took  off  towards  her.  I went  to  the  bar 
anil  mixed  a drink  with  more  ver- 
mouth and  less  albumin  and  sugar  con- 
tent than  his. 

Sue  Knockwurst  and  a wild  eyed 
chap,  sporting  an  anarchist’s  beard 
stumbled  out  of  a doorway.  "Dahling,” 
Sue  wheezed,  you’ve  mixed  a drink 


tor  me."  I denied  the  allegation,  in- 
dicating that  the  poison  was  for  Shel- 
by. "Oh,”  she  stammered,  "Oh.  Well 
I see  that  you  have  been  making 
friends."  The  anarchist  smiled.  Sue 
smiled.  The  anarchist  laughed.  Sue 
laughed  and  clapped  her  hands.  Her 
dress  fell  down  and  both  of  them  went 
back  to  where  ever  they  had  been. 
Laughing. 

Snively  caught  my  arm  as  I was 
walking  back  to  Shelby.  "I’m  looking 
for  my  wife.” 

I ignored  him. 

"She  often  gets  carried  away  at  par- 
ties." Doctor  Phillips  laughed  and 
Snively  turned  to  see  him.  Phillips, 
who  knew  Shelby  inside-out,  was  look- 
ing for  something  he  had  dropped 


while  standing  close  to  her.  Snively 
flew  into  a rage.  "My  wife!”  he  bel- 
lowed. Phillips  withdrew  his  hand.  1 
called  Cyril,  who  bounded  away,  head- 
ing for  the  door,  as  Snively  tore  into 
the  good  doctor. 

"Dahling,"  Sue  hissed,  head  and 
bare  shoulders  peeping  around  the 
door-jamb.  "Dahling,  you’re  leaving 
so  early.” 

"Party’s  getting  rough,”  I answered. 

"Yeah,"  she  sighed.  "I’d  put  my 
pants  on  and  go  home  too,”  she  nod- 
ded, "But,  I live  here.”  From  behind 
her  the  anarchist  laughed.  Cyril  and  I 
stopped  at  a drugstore,  bought  some 
paint-remover  and  went  home. 

Wes  Honey 


The  following  letter  was  sent  to  a foreign  student  acquaintance  of  ours  which 
in  itself  is  not  unusual  due  to  the  context  of  the  letter  and  his  status  as  a graduate 
student.  What  makes  the  letter  interesting  is  that  this  acquaintance  and  a few  of 
his  friends  who  also  received  the  same  letter  are  from  countries  that  are  members 
of  the  British  Commonwealth. 

Dec.  1,  1961 

Mr.  Bryan  C.  Loft 
2 5 Nutting  Avenue 
Amherst,  Massachusetts 

Dear  Mr.  Loft: 

I am  writing  to  you  because  this  is  your  first  year  in  our  Graduate  School,  and 
because  English  is  not  your  native  tongue.  We  want  to  do  everything  possible  to 
make  sure  that  you  are  not  suffering  under  any  handicap  because  of  the  fact  that 
English  may  not  be  as  easy  for  you  as  your  native  tongue.  Therefore,  I wish  to  in- 
form you  that  an  examination  in  English  for  all  first  year  foreign  students  will  be 
held  on  December  15,  1961,  at  3 p.m.,  room  307,  Bartlett  Hall.  In  addition  to 
taking  this  test,  you  will  be  required  to  write  a short  composition.  Both  of  these 
will  be  corrected  over  the  Christmas  holidays  and  immediately  thereafter  you  will 
be  notified  of  the  results.  If,  in  the  opinion  of  the  instructor,  you  do  not  demon- 
strate a sufficient  grasp  of  English,  you  will  be  required  to  take  the  course  English 
for  Foreign  Students  during  the  second  semester. 

Please  understand  that  the  requirement  that  you  take  the  examination  on 
December  15.  1961,  and  that  you  write  a short  composition  is  made  with  your  own 
best  interests  in  mind.  If  you  have  any  questions  concerning  either  the  examination 
or  the  short  composition,  please  get  in  touch  with  Dr.  Marc  Ratner  of  the  English 
Department,  Monday,  Wednesday  or  Friday  afternoons. 

Sincerely  yours, 

GLW:eof:lc  Gilbert  L.  Woodside 

Acting  Dean,  Provost 

You  speak  American  Jack? 
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A View  From  The  Bottom 


Goddamn  it  another  grubby  Spring 
day.  Look  at  that  stinking  Sun  shining.. 
What’s  wrong  with  that  you  might  say 
— and  I can  only  answer — nothing  but 
what  the  hell  good  is  it  doing  me? 
Look  at  me  in  the  damn  Hatch  again 
swirling  my  coffee  with  a screwy  used 
popsicle  stick. 

Look  at  these  people  smiling  and 
laughing.  O damn  if  they  only  knew 
that  they  were  nothing.  What  right 
have  they  to  be  happy?  I'm  miserable 
and  for  crissakes  everyone  knows  that 
I'm  smarter  than  they  are.  Oh  to  be  the 
one  to  tell  them  that  they  are  really 
miserable.  Women  of  the  world  bounc- 
ing around  with  those — oh  my  god  look 
at  that  one — what  a waste  of  good  cash- 
mere! 

My  love  life — damn  it  s a mess.  If 
it’s  possible  to  get  less  than  none  that’s 
me.  Take  last  week  for  instance.  There 
was  this  nice  head  approaching  me. 
This  is  it  I thought  as  I could  mentally 
see  myself  in  her  eyes — tall,  disting- 
uished with  my  hornrims  and  dressed 
with  a real  Ivy  league  sport  coat.  She’s 
speaking  to  me — my  god  what  a whine 
-but  so  what  it’s — ^-listen  what’s  that 
she  said? 

I said,  ’Sir,  could  you  tell  me  if 
Prof.  Katzenbugel  will  be  in  his  office 

today’  ?” 

Can  you  imagine  — that  silly  witch 
thought  that  I was  >ne  of  the  faculty. 
I mean  where’s  the  Justice?  Faculty 
member,  my  god,  I might  as  well  be 
dead. 

School,  college  what  the  hell  good 
is  it  ? Here  I sit  at  this  damn  round 
table — if  that  isn’t  a silly  innovation- 
listening  to  that  damn  rock  and  roll. 
Why  doesn't  somebody  put  a nickel  in 
and  play  some  good  music?  Jeez  I’m 
sick  pf  that  junk. 

Oh  hi  Jim.  How  are  you?  What’s 
that.-'  Am  I still  here  in  school?  Ha,  ha, 
well  you  know,  it  beats  working.” 

Damn  pearly  toothed  world. 


HAM  I LT  O N 
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THE.JHEATI\E 


THE  SAD  PLIGHT  OF 
DOCUMENTARY  MELODRAMAS 

In  its  fourth  year,  and  still  going 
strong,  the  tragi-comedy  The  Swindlers 
still  packs  them  in  at  the  Campus.  With 
a plot  as  inane  as  any  we’ve  seen  in 
the  last  several  years,  with  acting  rang- 
ing from  the  dull  and  awful,  to  the 
flamboyant  and  awful,  the  cast  of  this 
opus  manages  to  make  the  bad  plot 
worse,  and  at  times  down-right  de- 
pressing. 

Concerning  the  confidence  men  who 
set  up  a non-existent  Student  Union  on 
a college  campus,  and  then  sell  shares 
to  the  students,  in  the  form  of  a tax 
levied  by  the  hood-winked  administra- 
tion, The  Swindlers  dawdles  through 
the  years  like  an  Ayn  Rand  book  set 
to  a minuet. 

The  bad  guys,  led  by  ineffectual 
Fitzgerald  F.  Scott  and  his  aide-de-crime 
Elmo  Buck,  have,  it  all  their  way  for 


years.  (There  is  one  particularly  awful 
scene  of  a villain  stealing  the  cross-word 
section  out  of  a student’s  Times.)  At 
last  the  moment  of  truth  when  a band 
of  irate  students,  led  by  Unamuno-ish 
Paolo  Tauro,  attack  the  Student  Union. 
They  are  turned  back  by  a tank  the  con- 
men  had  purchased  with  their  loot,  and 
eventually  all  hustled  off  to  jail  by 
the  graft-taking  gendarmes.  Written  by 
Ann  Onymous,  and  directed  and  pro- 
duced by  Justin  deFault,  The  Swindlers 
is  not  especially  good  theatre,  and  even 
worse  fiction. 

CAST: 

Texas  Sidewinder  ....  Fitzgerald  F.  Scott 

G.E.  Proffitt  Elmo  Buck 

Martin  Bookspan  ....  William  Bonney 
Five  O’Clock  Shadow  ....  Danny  Tulip 

Chief  Badscrew  Flame  Blaskill 

Conor  Cruse  O’Brien  Paolo  Tauro 

President  Leadingly  The  Shadow 

Running  time:  Four  years  or  more  de- 
pending upon  one’s  QPA. 


THE  CATARRH  IS  STRUMMED 
or 

LET  THE  FOLLY  FESTER  ON  . . . 
(a  farce  in  the  bastard  French  tradition) 
by  Paul  Theroux 

Characters: 

Benzedrina  Cerebella — a worthless  de- 
generate; formerly  an  instructor  at  a 
Great  American  University.  A junkie. 
Fubsy  Oligarchy — a corpulent  burgo- 
meister.  On  probation;  violation  of 
the  Mann  Act. 

Dorian  Gay — a hermaphrodite 
Cubic  Leibniz — a tester. 

Rubicona  Rivera— & testee. 

Julius  Bisexualis—a.  jolly  old  pervert. 
Stark  Naked — a rising  young  star. 

Ikon  Pivot — a throaty  starlet  going 
sour. 

Flagrante  Delictur — a Bible  salesman. 
PMLA  Pound — an  unused  lightplug 
with  a crudely  fashioned  larynx. 
Protein  Gastronopolis — a malnutrient 
Porcina  Hoag — an  easy  make. 

Attila  Meatus - — a tongueless  eunuch, 
and  also: 

A Chorus  of  Fallout  Shelters  with 
Wet  Uvulas 

A Chorus  of  Full  Sewers 
A Gaggle  of  Funks 
A Clutch  of  Curds 
A Soft  Palate 
A Soft  Chancre 
A Dissident  Clavichord 

and : 

A Blood  Clot  in  Formaldehyde 
An  Angina  Pectoris 
One  Red  Lip 

Fubsy  Oligarchy’s  Talking  Ocelot 

setting:  the  mud  flats  of  the  Mississippi 
Delta.  In  the  background  is  the 
Great  Pyramid,  beyond  that — full 
size — is  the  Colossus  of  Rhodes.  To 
stage  left  is  the  Sphinx  cradling  a 
delicatessen  in  its  forepaws.  The 
Gaggle  of  Funks  and  Clutch  of 
Curds  lie  in  a kitchen  midden  to 
stage  right.  The  red  Lip  lies  on  the 
Clavichord  which  has  been  placed 
at  the  Anal  Sphincter  of  the  Sphinx. 
Oligarchy’s  ocelot  is  in  heat  between 


The  gentleman  in  the  center  plays  the  dupe  of  the  Swindlers  now 
at  the  Campus.  Reserved  seats  only. 


Id 


the  toes  of  the  Colossus.  The  Fallout 
Shelter  Chorus  moistens  its  uvulas  in 
unison.  Attila  Meatus  straddles  Por- 
cina  Hoag  near  three  cows  cropping 
grass.  Cubic  Leibniz  and  Rubicona 
spar  a while  in  a box-stall  to  stage 
right.  The  Chorus  of  Full  Sewers 
mutters  something,  then  breaks  wind 
with  a mighty  roar  (this  sound  is 
transmitted  to  all  parts  of  the  theater 
by  means  of  a special  Crepitation 
Amplifier).  Julius  Bisexualis  con- 
templates Protein  Gastronopolis, 
then  settles  for  Stark  Naked.  Stark 
has  been  lifting  dumb-bells  on  the 
long  stretches  of  Soft  Chancre — one 
of  the  heaviest  dumb-bells  is  PMLA 
Pound  who  shrieks  in  a paroxysm, 
then  gouges  his  navel  violently.  The 
blood  clot  hums  a Bach  fugue  as  the 
formaldehyde  turns  to  picric  acid  be- 
fore the  audience's  very  eyes.  Fla- 
grante Delictur  does  the  Twist  a mo- 
ment with  the  Blood  Clot.  Benze- 
drina  Cerebella  squats  near  PMLA 
Pound  and  rolls  marijuana  cigarets 
in  the  onion  skin  pages  of  her  book, 
FALLOPIANISM  '(a  tract  on  tubes). 
Ikon  Pivot  begins  removing  her 
clothes  as  she  leers  at  Oligarchy’s 
heated  ocelot.  Dorian  Gay  looks  at 
the  ocelot  and  puts  all  his  clothes  on 
including  his  neolite  truss. 

The  whole  scene  above  should  re- 
semble as  much  as  possible  the  cover 
of  the  new  Saturday  Evening  Post. 
Norman  Rockwell’s  signature  might 
even  be  added  to  the  strip  of  soft 
chancre  at  stage  right. 

time:  the  very  near  future. 

Fubsy  Oligarchy  (coughing  violently). 
I say,  Benny!  There’s  a strange 
sphinctal  odor  hereabouts.  I’d  say 
that  of  Hydrogen  Sulfide  gas.  Why, 
it  seems  to  be  drying  my  membranes. 

Benzedrina  Cerebella  (recalling  her  ex- 
perience with  the  Noxious  Elements 
at  the  Great  American  University). 
I believe  that’s  exactly  what  it  is, 
Fubsy — although  all  my  membranes 
are  dried  already,  (looks  at  incred- 
ible clutter  on  the  stage).  All  right, 
wise  up,  you  *****!  Who  did  it? 

The  Colossus  of  Rhodes  nods  slowly 


causing  the  marble  to  crack  and  his 

head  falls  on  Oligarchy’s  ocelot.  Okon 

Pivot  puts  her  clothes  back  on. 

Fubsy  Oligarchy  (to  PMLA  Pound) 
Was  it  you  ? 

PMLA  Pound  (stops  gouging  his 
navel).  I was  reading,  you  *****! 
You  can’t  pin  anything  on  me. 

Julius  Bisexualis  (lisps  heavily). 
Frankly,  who’d  want  to?  But  I 
could’ve  thworn  I thmelled  thum- 
thing  fierth.  Did  you  thmell  it, 
Thtark  thweetie? 

Stark  Naked.  Yeth.  I mean,  yes!  Most 
definitely. 

Young  man  (with  dirty  sneakers, 
sweater,  etc.)  Amazing. 

Cubic  Leibniz  (looking  up  from  Rubi- 
cona). I think  it’s  those  *****  fall- 
out shelters  again.  You  can’t  trust  . . . 

Chorus  of  Fallout  Shelters  (harshly). 
It  wasn’t  us!  It  wasn’t  us!  (now  on 
the  uvulas)  We  get  blamed  for 
everything!  (Dorian  Gay  crawls  on 
all  fours  from  the  mouth  of  a fallout 
shelter,  looks  at  Cubic  and  Atilla; 
spits  vehemently)  It  wasn’t  us!  We 
have  canned  food  and  water,  but  we 
don’t  have  canned  wind  to  break! 

PMLA  Pound.  I was  reading,  god- 
damit! 

Flagrante  Delictur  ’(sibilantly) . You 
mean  *****;  don’t  you? 

PMLA  Pound.  I forgot.  Okay,  *****. 

Fubsy  Oligarchy.  As  Burgomeister,  I 
demand  to  know  the  cause  of  that 
foul  stench ! 

Chorus  of  Full  Sewers  (sweetly).  It 
was  us!  It  was  us!  The  sewers  have 
done  it  again!  The  days  of  the  full 
sewers  are  here. 

Gaggle  of  Funks  and  Clutch  of  Cards. 
We  thought  it  was  you ! Ha,  ha,  ha, 
ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Protein  Gastronopolis  (angrily)  Oh, 
*****!  Can’t  a Senior  Citizen  have 
a little  piece  and  quiet! 

Fubsy  Oligarchy’s  Ocelot.  I’m  with  you, 
Protein.  (Protein  edges  toward  the 
ocelot). 

Dissident  Clavichord  and  Red  Lip. 
Whenever  there’s  a leg  to  pull, 

It  will  aways  be  done  by  a sewer 
full. 


Chorus  of  Full  Sewers  (nasally).  Thank 
you!  Thank  you!  (now  on  the  uvu- 
las) You  *****s! 

Soft  Chancre  (to  Porcina  Hoag) 
What’s  your  name,  sweetie? 

Porcina  (without  looking  away  from 
the  panting  Attila  Meatus).  Hoag. 

Soft  Chancre.  You  have  a strange  ac- 
cent. 

Ikon  Pivot.  How  about  mine. 

Soft  Chancre.  I want  nothing  of  yours, 
you  wrinkled  *****  Why  were  you 
always  lain  low. 

Ikon  Pivot  (sobs  plaintively) 

I never  saw  Garry  Moore, 

I never  saw  Victor,  Mature. 

Dorian  Gay.  How  they  do  carry  on! 

Fubsy  Oligarchy  '(to  Gay).  What  do 
you  know  about  it;  you  haven’t  got 
two  millimeters  of  either  sex! 

Dorian  Gay.  Is  that  how  they  measure 
it,  in  millimeters?  Oh,  really,  Fubsy, 
you  kill  me. 

Fubsy  Oligarchy.  I said  millimeters  to 
be  discreet. 

(Stark  Naked  disappears  in  a fold  in 

Julius  Bisexualis’  abdomen.  Protein 

Gastronopolis  turns  into  a spore.  Ikon 

Pivot  goes  to  seed.) 

Soft  Palate  (thickly,  wet).  The  whole 
damn  place’ll  be  gone  soon. 

PMLA  Pound.  I’ll  have  more  time  to 
read. 

Benzedrina  Cerebella  (recalling  her 
abortive  experience  with  the  Univer- 
sity) I tried  that;  it  doesn’t  work. 
Have  a reefer,  Pound. 

Cubic  Leibniz  (to  Rubicona).  I guess 
it’ll  be  just  you  and  I. 

Attila  Meatus.  What  about  me? 

'Fubsy  Oligarchy.  Who  the  ***** 
wants  you ! 

Stark  Naked  (from  the  folds  of  Bisex- 
ualis’ abdomen).  You  capon! 

Ikon  Pivot  (from  her  pod).  You  geld- 
ing! 

Flagrante  Delictur.  Mene,  mene, 
tekel  . . . 

Cubic  Leibniz.  You,  Rubicona,  are  like 
a strummed  catarrh. 

Rubicona  Rivera.  You  say  the 
***** 
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Angina  Pectoris  (barely  moving  its 
mouth).  Then  let  the  farce  fester  on. 
Cubic  Leibniz.  I love  to  merely  lie  be- 
side you  and  touch  . . . 

Rubicona  Rivera.  1 like  touchers  better 
than  liars. 

Cubic  Leibniz.  What  ho,  what  HO ! 

m I 

Fubsy  Oligarchy.  I prithee,  what? 
Porcina  Hoag.  It's  fairly  obvious. 
PMLA  Pound.  It's  in  all  the  books. 
Cubic  Leibniz.  What  HO! 

S)  | Benzedrina  Cerebella  (puffing  fever- 
ishly). What  has  transpired? 

Dorian  Gay  (Giggles).  Cubic  has 
finally  . . . 

Cubic  Leibniz.  I HAVE  ORGASMED ! 
Gaggle  of  Funks  and  Clutch  of  Curds. 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  HA ! 
lo  | Fubsy  Oligarchy.  What  the  *****'s 
ot  so  funny? 

Blood  Clot.  Yes,  what? 
re  Chorus  of  Full  Sewers.  Tell  us  or  we'll 
if,  blast  ye! 

Flagrante  Delictur.  I fail  to  see  the 
to  humor  in  a mere  . . . 

Coronary  Thrombosis  (gutterally) . 
in  I What  is  so  *****  funny. 

:in  , Gaggle  of  Funks  and  Clutch  of  Curds, 
on  We  never  heard  orgasm  used  as  a 

verb. 

ole  Fubsy  Oligarchy.  That’s  no  *****. 


STANMORE,  England  (Canadian 
Press)  Ashley  Jones  shot  a hole  in  one 
n”  during  a foursome  match  at  the  Mid- 
dlesex course.  Minutes  later,  one  of 
■■  his  opponents,  Bill  Gelleland,  repeated 
the  feat  from  the  same  tree, 
the  : — New  York  Times 

. . . standing  up  in  a hammock? 


PROMISE  HER 


BUT  GIV 
HER.../ 


¥Y  S1N 


WAS  MISSING 


ie+own 
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LLTTER  FROM  REVE,RE,  BEACH 


Army  having  lost  four  men  itself,  in 
investigating  the  claim. 


On  a seemingly  peaceful  dawn, 
February  21,  the  Russian  Peoples’  Army 
attempted  a landing  of  one  thousand 
men  on  the  well  known  resort  area, 
Revere  Beach.  However,  tactical  plan- 
ners of  the  USSR  totally  underestimated 
the  strength  of  our  coastline  defense. 
As  the  Reds  landed,  neighbors  promptly 
called  police  complaining  of  a rou'dy 
teenage  beach  party.  Ten  squad  cars 
were  rushed  to  the  scene,  followed  im- 
mediately by  twc  thousand  curiosity 
seekers.  A massive  defensive  traffic  jam 
thus  ensued.  Next,  a wave  of  well 
trained  teenage  girls  were  rushed  to  the 
scene,  where,  by  seeking  clothing  of, 
nil  autographs  Uom  the  invading 


forces,  large  losses  were  inflicted  upon 
the  enemies.  Thirty  Russian  tanks  did 
however  escape  this  onslaught  and  the 
mass  round  up  by  police  of  all  parking 
offenders  and  bingo  players,  but  were 
quickly  diverted  toward  the  route  1,  128 
interchange.  There,  due  to  holiday  and 
commuter  traffic,  road  repairs,  and  a 
surprise  road  sticker  inspection,  our  de- 
fenses were  able  to  stop  more  than  half 
of  the  belligerents. 

After  losing  three  more  tanks  at  the 
Mystic  River  Bridge  toll  gates  (where 
attendants  couldn't  make  change  for  a 
Ruble)  the  remaining  ten  tanks  rumbled 
menacingly  into  the  Bunker  Hill  area. 
Confused  by  narrow  streets  and  double- 
parked  registry  cars,  they  proceeded  to 
destroy  many  of  the  old  buildings  in 
this  area,  including  the  Bunker  Hill 
Monument.  These  were  to  be  razed  by 
slum  clearance  in  two  weeks  following. 
At  last,  finding  a path  toward  their  ob- 
jective, they  proceeded  to  shoot 
through  a Volpe  press  conference  - — 
good  luck  there  Gov ! — to  reach 
what  we  had  cleverly  leaked  to  be 
our  top  secret  military  headquarters, 
Filene’s  Basement.  Upon  entering,  they 
became  hopelessly  entwined  in  women, 
women's  underwear,  floorwalkers  and 
misguiding  salesgirls,  and  have  not  yet 
emerged.  It  is  rumored  that  their  cries 
for  help  are  heard  late  at  night  coming 
from  the  sub-sub-basement;  however 
we  expect  this  is  a false  report,  the  U.S. 


Real  Estate 

There  was  a young  lady  of  wantage 
Of  whom  the  Town  Clerk  took  advan- 
tage. 

Said  the  County  Surveyor, 

"Of  course  you  must  pay  her; 

You've  altered  the  line  of  her  frontage.” 

The  bee  is  such  a busy  soul 
It  has  no  time  for  birth  control, 

And  that  is  why  in  times  like  these 
There  are  so  many  sons  of  bees. 

She  crosses  her  knees; 

That’s  the  kind  of  girl  she's. 

Kinsey!  Thy  pages  studiously  rehearse 
How  female  still  may  go  from  pet  to 
worse; 

Deliverance  from  frustration  is  thy 
tale — 

How  few  delivered,  though,  by  first- 
class  male. 

David  Daiches 

It's  co-existence 

Or  no  existence  Bertrand  Russell 

a politician  is  an  arse  upon 
which  everyone  has  sat  except  a man 

e.  e.  cummings 

When  a Man  has  Married  a Wife,  he 
finds  out  whether 

her  knees  & elbows  are  only  glewed 
together. 

William  Blake 


O.  SOGGY 


"Psst  . . . Mission  Sunday.” 
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Favour,  Hor  and  Curried 

How  To  Succeed  In  Business  Without 
Daring  Trying 


Indecision  had  been  the  forte  of 
John  Lackbone  from  the  day  he  said  "I 
do”  because  he  couldn’t  think  of  any- 
thing else  to  say.  Married  life  had  en- 
abled him  to  cultivate  the  art  of  in- 
decision, and  develop  and  sharpen  it  to 
a fine  hone.  John  Lackbone  never  com- 
mitted himself,  he  drank  his  coffee  half 
and  half  because  he  could  never  decide 
between  coffee  or  milk. 

In  front  of  the  blank  television 
screen,  blank  because  he  was  not  sure 
of  which  channel  he  should  watch, 
John  Lackbone  sat.  Mrs.  Lackbone  sat 
at  his  side  saddie  soaping  her  favorite 
bridle.  She  hummed  merrily  as  she 
worked,  rubbing  with  a decided  fero- 
city. The  phone  rang. 

"The  phone  rang,”  John  Lackbone 
observed. 

''Well,”  his  wife  yawned,  "answer  it.” 

"I  don't  know  who  it  is,”  John  Lack- 
bone trembled  aloud. 

"And  you  never  will  unless  you 
answer  it,"  his  wife  suggested  as  the 
phone  jangled  for  the  tenth  time. 

"It  may  be  someone  wanting  an 
answer  to  something,”  Lackbone 
quailed. 

"Answer  the  phone,”  Mrs.  Lackbone 
ordered,  "That  ringing  is  .getting  on  my 
nerves.  I'm  leaving  streaks  in  this  halter 
strap.”  She  threw  the  can  of  saddle 
soap  at  Lackbone,  hitting  him  in  the 
solar-plexus  as  he  stood  there,  un- 
decided as  to  which  way  to  duck.  He 
picked  the  phone  from  its  cradle. 
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O MINUTES  OF  GOLDEN  QUIET 


P*  revenue 


TO  BE  NEEOLED, 
AGAIN  AND  AGAIN 


IS 


— 


"Hello?”  he  asked. 

The  voice  at  the  other  end  was  Gil 
Brightside.  "Hello,  John.  That  you?” 

Lackbone  put  his  handkerchief  over 
the  receiver.  "Who  do  you  think  it  is?” 

"John,  this  is  no  time  to  play  games. 
This  is  Gil.  Can  you  meet  John  Force 
and  the  gang  from  the  Hill  in  an 
hour?” 

"Well  I don't  know,”  Lackbone  stam- 
mered, 1 haven't  said  that  this  is  who 
you  say  I am  yet.” 

Brightside  groaned.  "Hell,  John. 
Make  up  your  mind.” 

"Well,”  and  there  was  the  Lackbone 
pause  again,  "Well,  If  you  say  so  Gil 
...  if  you  say  so.  You  are  the  vice 
president.  I guess  you  know  what  you’re 
doing.”  There  was  a click  as  the  other 
phone  nestled  into  its  cradle,  sharply. 

"Well,”  Lackbone’s  spouse  smiled, 
"Well,  Decision-Maker.  What  did  your 
conscience  in  the  next  office  tell  you  to 
do  today?"  Lackbone  shrugged  into  his 
coat  and  left  without  saying  a word, 
undecided  as  to  how  to  tell  his  wife 
that  he  didn't  know  what  he  was  un- 
decided on  yet. 

John  Force  stretched  out  as  far  as  he 
could,  to  allow  his  feet  to  touch  the 
floor;  with  a fingernail  he  was  plucking 
a button  from  the  upholstery  of  his 
chair.  "Gil,  can  we  get  this  by  Lack- 
bone?” 

Brightside  smiled  the  smile  that  had 
brought  him  up  from  stock-clerk  to  vice 
president,  that  smile  of  "It  hurts  me  to 
do  this  because  I am  so  Simon-pure,  but 
for  the  good  of  the  organization  I trill 
relax  my  morality  for  a moment  or  two.” 
He  smiled  at  Force,  "Johnny,  depend  on 
me.” 

"There  is  a presidency  in  this  for  you, 
Gil,”  Force  mushed  out  from  one  side 
of  his  Corona-Corona.  "There  is  a 
future  in  your  playing  ball.” 

"Used  to  be  a sharp  little  third-base- 
man, Johnny.”  Brightside  smiled.  Force 
nodded  knowingly,  flicking  cigar  ashes 
on  the  carpet. 

Lackbone  fidgeted  with  his  class- 
ring. "Install  Festus  Constable  as  our 
P R.  man?  Well,  I don’t  know,  Gentle- 
men.” 
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"Would  we  steer  you  wrong,  John?' 
Brightside  asked,  winking  at  Force. 

Force  laid  a pudgy  hand  on  Lack- 
bone's  shoulder.  "John,  'tis  a far  better 
thing  you  do  than  you've  ever  done 
before." 

"But,"  Lackbone  stammered  tremu- 
lously, "But  the  stock-holders  didn't 
include  Constable  in  their  list." 

Gil  Brightside  smiled  at  Lackbone. 
"Now  John,  you  never  even  so  much 
as  looked  at  their  list  before  you  gave 
it  to  me.  How  do  you  know  they  don't 
want  him?” 

"It  isn't  a question  of  wanting.  I’m 
sure  we  could  convince  them  that  Con- 
stable is  the  right  boy,”  Lackbone 
thought  out  loud.  "But  we  should  con- 
sult with  them  first.” 


Force  shot  a hard  look  at  Brightside. 
Brightside  flushed  as  he  spoke.  "John, 
who  runs  this  outfit?  The  Stock- 
holders? You  do!" 

Lackland’s  chest  expanded  at  this 
compliment,  expanding  further  as  Force 
added,  "If  you  keep  taking  orders  from 
them,  allowing  your  own  inherent  good 
judgment  to  stand  aside  for  the  wishes 
of  the  unwashed  masses  . . . John,  you 
are  just  too  dedicated." 

Brightside  shot  in  before  Lackland 
had  a chance  to  be  non-committal.  "All 
you  have  to  do  is  sign  your  name,  John, 
we’ve  done  all  of  the  paperwork."  He 
handed  Lackbone  a piece  of  paper, 
covered  with  fine  print. 

Lackbone  began  to  read.  "No  matter, 
John,"  Force  said  as  he  laid  his  hand 


over  the  paper.  "You  can  take  our  word 
for  it.  Has  Gil  ever  steered  you  wrong?” 
Lackbone  signed. 

Gentlemen: 

It  pains  me  at  this  most  delicate  time 
to  have  to  make  this  statement.  Yet, 
after  long  and  serious  consideration , and 
realizing  the  import  of  the  situation,  1 
am  unable  to  do  otherwise.  1 must  then, 
at  this  time,  tender  my  resignation.  It 
is  for  reasons  of  bad  health  that  l do 
this.  Mrs.  Lackbone  and  I are  going  to 
Patagonia,  where  we  intend  to  raise 
horses.  Should  my  assistance  ever  be 
needed  I may  he  reached  there. 

Respectfully  submitted: 

( signed ) John  Cartilledge 
Lackbone,  President. 

fCL/gab 


MISSING  IN  ACTION:  POPCORN, 
GUM,  AND  BALLGUNNER 
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For  six  days  of  the  week,  when  I 
was  growing  up  around  the  city  of 
Taunton,  the  sole  activity  of  youth  was 
trading  one  comic  book  with  a cover 
for  two  without  covers.  On  the  seventh 
day  we  rested.  We  propped  our  bicycles 
outside  one  of  the  four  theatres  that 
Taunton  boasted  in  those  days  (One  of 
which  has  become,  since  then,  a ware- 
house for  a furniture  wholesaler,  the 
other  the  lodge  for  a protective  order 
which  advertises  its  protective  qualities 
by  wearing  the  molars  of  the  beasts  it 
protects.)  and  wallowed  in  the  darkness 
therein. 

The  entertainment  opened,  invariab- 
ly, with  Episode  Four  of  the  Adven- 
tures of  the  Phantom  and  then  a Wil- 
liam Boyd  opus,  filmed  before  Hoppy 
contracted  the  gout.  During  all  these 
cinematic  miracles  the  time  of  the  audi- 
ence was  devoted  to  heckling  the  man- 
ager, sticking  gum  under  the  seats,  and 
popping  inflated  popcorn  bags.  The 
more  industrious  of  us  were  engaged 
in  flooding  the  men’s  room  during  the 
first  hour  and  a half  of  these  plotless 
triumphs  of  the  forces  of  good,  then 
a deathly  hush  fell  over  the  theatre  . . . 
The  Feature! 

How  many  times  have  I watched  poor 
Dana  Andrews  crash  land  his  flak- 
ridden  Grumman  Avenger  on  the  deck 
of  the  USS  Lake  Okochebee?  It  is  a 
tribute  to  the  productive  capabilities  of 
the  United  States  that  war  plants  were 
able  to  manufacture  enough  planes  for 
the  armed  forces  and  for  Hollywood. 
At  count,  during  one  sky  warrior  pic- 
ture at  least  fifty  planes  of  the  USS 
Quabbin  Reservoir  were  decimated  by 
the  enemy.  Andrews  never  went  down 
in  flame  though,  he  always  skidded  ig- 
nobly across  the  deck  of  his  carrier, 
abrading  away  his  hapless  ball-turret- 
gunner  on  the  bomb  pocked  surface. 

Oh,  those  poor  ball-gunners!  The 
mortality  rate  among  Hollywood  ball- 
gunners  was  fantastic.  In  comparison, 
Infantry  second  lieutenants  at  Bataan 


and  Utah  Beach  were  absolutely  Me- 
thusalaean. 

Unaware  of  the  shortness  of  his 
stay,  the  ball-gunner  went  through  life 
proving  to  all  and  sundry  that  he  should 
never  have  washed  out  of  flight  school 
because  of  faulty  eye-sight  since  he  was 
the  only  one  that  could  ever  see,  "Meat- 
balls at  three  o'clock  high  . . . the  rats 
are  cornin’  at  us  outa  the  sun  . . . the 
dirty  sons  o’  . . . ratatatatatatatatatatat 
. . .’’And  he  would  sweep  the  skies 
clean. 

During  the  lulls  in  the  action,  at  any 
time  that  there  weren’t  at  least  ten  ex- 
plosions, two  ships  sinking,  five  planes 
spinning  crazily  to  the  sea  in  flames, 
and  one  frontal  labotomy  being  per- 
formed by  a 20  mm  cannon  shell,  the 
management  livened  the  show  up  by 
instructing  the  ushers  to  circulate  and 
sell  Savings  Stamps.  And  the  center 
aisle  carpet  slowly  moistened  as  the 
men’s  room  overflow  reached  the  Johns- 
town stage. 

Throughout  the  picture,  retrospect 
tells  me  it  was  written  by  John  Birch, 
the  ball-gunner  was  a pillar  of  strength. 
It  was  he  who  would  explain  to  the 
young  kid  pilot  that  the  poke  on  the 
nose  he  had  received  from  Andrews  was 
really  psychotherapeutic,  saving  him 
from  thinking  himself  a coward,  and 
that  Andrews  had  really  done  it  out 
of  humanity.  When  the  young  pilot 
finally  got  it  and  was  spinning  down- 
ward, his  plane  issuing  a plume  of 
smoke,  it  was  always  the  ball-gunner 
yelling  into  his  microphone,  "We’ll 
finish  the  job  for  you  kid  . . . they  can’t 
get  away  with  this  . . . the  dirty  sons 
'o’  ...  . ratatatatatatatatatat  ..."  And 
he  would  sweep  the  skies  clean. 

Three  quarters  through  the  picture, 
by  the  time  the  enemy  had  murdered 
all  of  the  friends  of  Andrews,  the  ty- 
phoon had  passed,  and  the  funny  little 
vignettes  in  the  crew’s  quarters  were 
over  with,  the  action  commenced  anew. 
The  planes  took  off,  got  mauled  by  the 


enemy,  and  returned.  This  was  the  point 
at  which  the  ball-gunner  got  his.  For 
some  reason  unknown  to  me,  the  ball- 
gunner  always  got  wounded  in  a place 
that  precluded  his  egress  from  the  ball- 
turret.  Ball-gunners  never  got  it  in  the 
arm,  never.  Always  in  the  leg  or  higher, 
'though  not  much  higher.  Then  An- 
drews would  slide  along  the  flight  deck 


and  poor  old  Bill  Bendix,  or  John  Gar- 
field, got  smeared  along  all  seven  hun- 
dred feet  of  the  topside  of  the  USS 
Gowanus  Canal. 

Scenario  writers  of  the  early  ‘forties 
had  a very  grissly  sense  of  mayhem, 
which  they  always  retained  for  use  on 
the  enlisted  grades.  Pilots  could  go 
down  in  flame,  firing  their  50  calibers 
in  heroic  defiance.  The  ball-gunner  had 
to  be  eroded  to  death.  It  may  have  been 
that  ball-gunners  were  wise  guys — they 
laughed  and  war  is  not  a thing  to  laugh 
about — that  aroused  the  movie  moguls 
to  do  them  in  such  a manner.  In  one 
case,  a ball-gunner  notable  for  his  lack 
of  tense-jawed  patriotism  got  his  when 
his  burning  plane  was  shoved  off  the 
flight  deck  of  the  USS  Swanee  River 
into  the  shark  infested  Mindanao 


Straight.  To  the  tune  of  the  Lticridimosis 
of  Mozart’s  Requiem. 

The  death  of  the  ball-gunner  seemed 
to  galvanize  the  crew.  Obviously  held 
in  high  esteem  by  everyone  in  the  fleet, 
up  to,  and  including  Admirals  Nimitz 
and  Halsey,  the  ball-gunner  became  a 
symbol.  All  the  planes  were  lined  up, 
their  engines  roaring  wildly.  Andrews, 
choking  back  a tear,  harrangued  the 
ship’s  compliment  then  clambered  into 
a new  plane  which  he  was  allowed  to 
have  as  if  the  administration  didn’t  care 
if  he  had  just  killed  a man  because  he 
forgot  to  use  his  landing  gear,  and 
roared  off  into  the  wild  blue  yonder. 
This  raid  was  a success,  even  if  a quali- 
fied success.  It  wiped  out  the  whole  of 
the  Japanese  fleet,  half  of  Honshu,  the 
saki  works  at  Kyoto,  and  Pismo  Beach. 


Good  ol'  Smitty  can  rest  easy  now.'' 

After  this  all  was  anti-climax.  The 
picture  came  to  an  end  with  all  the 
planes  (Including  three  pontoon 
equipped  Spads  and  a PBY)  flying  off 
into  the  sun  to  deliver  the  knockout 
punch  to  tyranny,  while  the  Hollywood 
Bowl  Symphony  Orchestra,  and  Carmen 
Dragon,  (secreted  below  decks,  I sup- 
pose) played  a piece  that  made  the 
1812  Overture  sound  like  the  Moon- 
light  Sonata.  Assured  that  democracy 
was  in  good  hands,  we  all  left  the 
theatre  to  pedal  home  and  scare  old 
ladies  by  racing  past  them  as  fast  as  we 
vould  go,  and  yelling,  "Hawkaaaa  . . .” 

Wes  Honey 


ON  LIMITED  WARFARE 
Don  tcha  worry,  honey  chile. 

Don’tcha  cry  no  more, 

It's  jest  a li'l  ole  atom  bomb 
In  a li'l  ole  lim’ted  w'ar. 

It  s jest  a bitsy  warhead,  chile, 

On  a li’l  ole  tactical  shell, 

And  all  it’ll  do  is  blow  us-all 
To  a li  l ole  lim’ted  hell. 

T he  Rain 

The  rain  it  raineth  every  day, 

Upon  the  just  and  unjust  fella, 

But  more  upon  the  just,  because 

The  unjust  hath  the  just's  umbrella. 

A Comment  On  Royalty 
The  last  time  I slept  with  the  queen 
She  said,  as  I whistled,  "Ich  dien. 
Please  put  the  light  out, 

It’s  royalty's  night  out, 

The  queen  may  be  had  but  not  seen.” 

Dylan  Thomas 

They  were  amazed  at  the  number  of 
churches  everywhere,  and  the  many 
different  denominations.  They  were 
surprised,  also  by  the  amount  of  pover- 
ty ( There  is  much  more  poverty  than 
we  imagined.”)  And  by  incongruities: 
We  found  in  the  country  a combina- 
tion gas  station  and  grocery  store  that 
carried  frozen  foods  in  a deep  freeze. 
Yet  all  they  had  was  a very  primitive 
outhouse.  I couldn’t  get  over  it,”,  said 
Mrs.  Mills.  — New  York  Times 

...  on  it  not  over  it. 
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SPORTS 

The  following  is  an  niter  view  with 
Fill  Wat  sup,  coach  of  the  North  Station 
Shoeins.  Mr.  W'atsnp  was  interviewed 
by  Mr.  Perry  Nason  of  the  Boston 

Chip . 

With  his  team  lately  being  accused 
of  playing  hockey,  Coach  Watsup  was 
in  bad  humor  when  I went  to  see  him. 
Known  as  Fiery  Fill  in  his  earlier 
days,  he  had  just  been  an  ash  of  him- 
self these  past  months.  I asked  him 
whether  the  fact  that  the  Shoeins  had 
lost  every  game  had  anything  to  do 
with  their  being  in  last  place? 

Well  yes  and  no,’’  said  Fill;  "for 
while  it  was  true  that  the  Shoeins  were 
in  last  place  that  was  only  because 
there  were  oniy  six  teams.  And  the 
reason  they  were  there  was  not  that 
they  had  lost  every  game  but  rather  that 
they  hadn’t  won  any,  after  all  you  don’t 
get  any  points  for  a loss,  so  you  can 
lose  all  your  games  and  not  lose  any 


points  just  as  long  as  you  win  the  rest 
of  them.’’ 

I could  see  that  Fill  had  been  tak- 
ing the  Casey  Stengel  correspondence 
course  in  public  speaking.  After  all 
you  never  know  when  one  of  these 
interviews  might  want  you  to  say 
something. 

"While  on  the  subject  of  how  we 
are  doing,  he  continued,  "have  you  no- 
ticed how  well  the  boys  are  playing  to- 


gether now?  Were  not  getting  those 
stupid  penalties  anymore — real  heads 
up  hockey.” 

1 replied  that  this  might  be  a re- 
sult of  their  continuous  watching  of 
the  clock  hoping  that  the  game  would 
soon  be  over. 

"No,  no,”  Fill  laughed,  "it’s  really 
from  a great  idea  I had.  I shortened 
all  the  suspenders  on  their  pants — they 
fit  real  tight  now  and  the  boys  don’t 
dare  lean  over.” 

"To  show  that  we  don’t  waste  any 
material,”  Fill  continued,  "I  took  all 
the  elastic  that  I cut  from  the  suspend- 
ers, and  tied  them  together  to  form  an 
elastic  leash,  with  one  end  of  the  leash 
anchored  to  our  goal.  I tied  the  other 
end  to  the  back  of  one  of  our  defense- 
men.  (We  keep  getting  caught  up  ice, 
but  not  now).  Sort  of  makes  coming 
back  a snap,”  he  cackled.  "In  fact  in 
one  game  Leo  Moveon,  one  of  our  de- 
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"There,  there,  Airs.  Cooper.  Til  personally  see  to  it  that  Herbert  won’t  get  a 
loaded  gun.” 
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fensemen,  forgot  about  the  elastic  and 
soloed  up  ice.  As  he  crossed  the  blue 
line,  he  drew  back  for  a slap  shot.  The 
puck  never  moved  but  Leo  flew  back 
and  hit  John  Kiley  right  in  the  organ. 
Rather  low  blow — about  D flat.” 

Fill  went  on  from  here  to  tell  me  of 
a new  trap  he  had  for  catching  spare 
goalies.  As  he  explained  how  difficult 
it  was  to  get  the  trap  to  shut,  I inter- 
jected that  it  was  indeed  a problem  in 
life  as  to  when  one  should  shut  one’s 
trap. 

On  that  note  of  encouragement,  the 
interview  was  concluded. 


BOSTON,  Dec.  15— Fred  G.  Pas- 
tore  the  Internal  Revenue  agent  cred- 
ited with  sending  Bernard  Goldfine  to 
jail,  resigned  today  under  fire. 

In  a formal  statement,  Mr.  Pastore 
said  he  based  his  resignation  on  an 
"entirely  unfair”  Syracuse  N.Y. 

— New  York  Times 
...  The  tv  bole  city? 

According  to  informed  sources,  the 
board  of  inquiry  had  satisfied  itself 
that  Mr.  Powers  has  told  the  truth  on 
two  key  points. 

The  first  of  these  is  that  he  U-2, 
which  was  on  a scr  r-connai-sance 
fligh  far  ino  Sovi  rriory,  was  hrown 
ou  or  control  by  an  explosion  at  the 
rear  of  the  plane.  The  plane  went  into 
a spin.  — New  York  Times 

To  say  nothing  of  what  it  did  to  the 
typesetter. 


WHEN  YOU  CAN'T 
KEEP  IT  UNDER 

YOUR  HAT. 


"Adam,  I’d  like  you  to  meet  my  friend , Apple." 
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V PI\OFI  LtL  V 


Astronauts  come,  and  Cosmonauts  go, 
but  Fulton  Lewis  Junior  just  keeps  roll- 
ing along.  Nikita  S.  Khrushchev  keeps 
'rolling  along  also,  and  in  spite  of  Mr. 
Lewis.  A large,  florid,  man  with  a 
smiling,  confident  air,  Khrushchev  has 
chosen  to  ignore  YAF  and  The  National 
Review.  What  is  even  more  surprising, 
he  has  managed  to  ignore  them  and 
flourish.  My  continued  existence,  as 
a power  in  world  politics,  while  it  does 
not  disprove  the  efficacy  of  prayer  does 
seriously  call  to  question  the  efficacy  of 
the  new  conservative  movement  in  the 
United  States  of  America,”  Khrushchev 
admits. 

Bucking  the  tide  has  long  been  one 
of  Khrushchev’s  pet  projects.  To  date 


he  has  ignored  Albania,  V.  Krishna 
Mennon,  Joseph  McCarthy,  and  an  in- 
terview with  Pete  Martin.  The  only 
serious  threat  to  his  career  was  from 
Martin.  "Getting  to  talk  to  that  guy 
is  damned-near  impossible,"  Martin 
says.  "He  wants  to  make  it  on  his  own. 
He  is  a damned  pseudo.  He  thinks  that 
the  Saturday  Evening  Post  is  schmaltzy 
and  says  that  anyone  who  gives  an  hon- 
orary degree  to  Norman  Rockwell  must 
be  trying  like  hell  to  avoid  controversy.” 
Controversy  is  the  meat  Khrushchev 
thrives  on.  "Controversy  is  good  press, 
he  thinks,"  Anastas  Mikoyan  explains. 
Mikoyan,  who  has  been  with  Khrush- 
chev since  the  beginning,  is  amazed  at 
the  political  acumen  displayed  by 


Khrushchev.  It  is  uncanny,"  Mikoyan 
says,  "Nikki  knows  what  he  wants,  and 
knows  how  to  get  it.  He  never  would 
have  offered  to  debate  with  Kennedy.” 

The  peace-loving  son  of  a poor  Rus-  I 
sian  miner-peasant  is  not  so  highly 
thought  of  in  all  circles.  Various  right-  \ 
wing  organizations  throughout  the  West 
equate  the  benificent  advocate  of 
"Peaceful  Co-Existence  before  we  bury 
you"  with  untrammeled  evil.  Hy  Tree- 
son,  a spokesman  for  the  Organized  | 
Super-Patriots  of  the  United  States  in 
Eavor  of  Fascism  First  and  Think  After, 
calls  Khrushchev  a Communist.  "That 
man,"  says  Treeson,  "is  as  bad  as  the 
State  Department.  Through  his  agents 
who  have  sat  in  the  White  House  for 
the  past  twenty  years  he  has  sapped  the 
American  people  of  their  sense  of  mani- 
fest destiny.  We  have  gone  soft  as  a 
people.  There  aren’t  any  Daddy  War- 
bucks  left.”  Not  all  Right  Wingers  go 
so  far  as  this;  some  admit  that  the 
United  States  is  not  in  Communist  camp, 
nor  is  it  Communist  dominated,  yet.  A 
junior  Senator  from  South  Carolina 
maintains  that  America  is  still  basically 
a democracy.  "But,”  says  the  junior 
Senator,  "Communist  influence  has  been 
sneaking  into  our  legislation  for  a long 
time.  Unless  we  reverse  the  trend  soon 
we  will  find  ourselves  in  a terrible  fix. 

It  all  started  with  the  Emancipation 
Proclamation.” 

To  all  of  this  Khrushchev  shrugs. 
"What  can  you  say?”  he  asks.  "I’ve 
tried  my  best  to  help  the  American 
people.  I’ve  kept  those  wild  Magyars 
from  Hungary  under  control,  I’m  doing 
my  best  to  keep  the  war-like  Germans 
from  starting  another  conflict,  and  I’ve 
put  people  like  the  late,  great,  Senator 
from  Wisconsin  up  for  all  the  people  of 
the  world  to  see  so  that  they  may  under- 
stand the  best  that  America  has  to 
offer.” 

Ann  Archist,  the  ex-circus  bearded 
lady  now  the  spokeswoman  for  the 
American  Communist  Party  (ACP,  not 
to  be  mixed  up  with  APC)  speaks 
quite  highly  of  Khrushchev.  " 'Though 
I have  never  met  the  great  man,  our 
leader,  I love  him.  I cannot  understand 
why  people  do  not  love  him,  the  great 
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man,  our  leader.  Instead  they  despise 
him,  they  persecute  us,  his  children, 
just  because  we  felt  that  it  would  be 
better  for  the  country  if  it  had  a nice, 
ordinary,  every-day  violent  overthrow  of 
the  government.’' 

Mikoyan  agrees.  "Everyone  in  the 
United  States  hates  Nikki  so.  But  this 
will  be  only  a temporary  thing.  As  soon 
as  they  realize  that  we  are  in  favor  of 
disarmament  they  will  change  their 
tune." 

The  tune  has  changed  already  in 
many  segments  of  the  population. 
Spokesman  for  Synthesis , ’though  loath 
to  tell  what  the  thesis  and  antithesis 
are,  have  already  come  around  to  a tacit 
acceptance  of  Khrushchev.  ’'The  Rus- 
sians really  want  disarmament,  you 
know.  They  just  want  to  wait  and  see 
if  we  will  disarm  first.  We  must  disarm. 

It  is  the  Christian  thing  to  do.  It  is 
moral.  There  is  no  such  thing  as  real- 
politik.” 

" Realpolitik  is  obsolete  for  us," 
Khrushchev  says.  "We  are  a moral  so- 
ciety . . . from  each  according  to  his 
ability  to  each  according  to  his  needs. 
And  we  all  know  that  we  need  more 
than  you  do.  We  are  the  chosen  people. 
You  can  be  too,  if  you  join  us  in  our 
crusade  to  free  the  world  from  the  op- 
pressive tyranny  of  the  unwashed  mass- 
es.” 

Progress  has  always  been  blocked  by 
the  immovability  of  the  hoi  poloi  ac- 
cording to  the  authorities  in  the  Krem- 
lin. Now  there  is  a great  difference  in 
the  seriousness  of  this  stumbling  block. 
Since  the  Communist  Party  of  the  Union 
of  Soviet  Socialist  Republics  has  de- 
vined  the  future  and  knows  how  things 
should  be,  and  will  be,  any  attempt  to 
subvert  the  Communist  advance  is  crim- 
inal. 

"Some  people,"  Mikoyan  says,  "Fail 
to  see  that  Nikki  is  a prophet.  Prophets 
have  to  endure  that  kind  of  treatment, 

I guess,  but  it  is  too  bad.” 

"Some  people  have  called  me  a pro- 
phet,” Khrushchev  admits  bashfully, 
banging  his  shoe  on  his  desk,  a nervous 
quirk  of  his.  "Actually  I’m  just  a nice, 
quiet,  peaceloving  son  of  a miner-peas- 


ant. Calumny  has  been  heaped  upon 
me  by  all  sorts  of  people.  Why,  some 
guy  at  some  little  cow-college  in  west- 
ern Massachusetts  said  that  I was  re- 


sponsible for  some  foolish  student 
group  there.  What  the  hell  are  the 
thesis  and  antithesis  anyway?" 

Wes  Honey 
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GROWING  PAINS  1944  STYLE 


There  is  .1  soft  blend  of  city  noises 
in  Lite  October — grumblings  of  over- 
loaded trucks  and  singing  of  church 
bells  mix  with  the  squeak  of  tricycles 
and  the  squeal  of  kid's  playing;  but 
the  sound  is  softened  by  the  cushion 
of  leaves  dying  in  the  streets. 

But  to  Jim,  walking  home  from 
school,  there  was  no  sound;  for  his 
senses  were  concentrated  on  the  next 
block  where  Benny's  novelty  shop  was. 
There  was  a 'sale  at  Benny's;  and  in  the 
front  window,  almost  hidden  by  black 
and  orange  crepe  paper,  was  a repeat- 
ing cap  pistol  shaped  like  an  army  .45. 

A hand  quickly  thrust  in  front  of 
his  face  caused  him  to  break  out  of  his 
daydreams.  Then  a hard  punch  on  his 
left  upper  arm  followed  by  a wiping 
gesture  across  the  wound  spun  him  to 
face  his  assailant.  It  was  Ed,  one  of  his 
classmates. 

"You  flinched,”  Ed  claimed  as  if  an 
excuse  were  necessary  for  the  punch  on 
the  arm.  " What’s  the  matter  with  you 
anyway,  Jim?  I’ve  been  yelling  at  you 
for  twenty  minutes.  You  act  like  you’re 
asleep.  That’s  the  first  time  I’ve  been 
able  to  make  you  flinch  this  week. 
What’s  wrong?” 

I was  just  thinking  about  some- 
thing.” 

"About  what — girls?" 

"No,  about  a cap  pistol  that  Benny's 
has  for  sale  this  week.  I wish  to  hell 
I could  buy  that  gun.” 

"Hey,  watch  your  swearing.  We’re 
near  church  and  Sister  might  hear  you.” 

Jim  thought  about  his  fifth  grade 
teacher — Sister  Gertrude  Clair,  better 
known  in  student  talks  as  Two  Gun 
Gertie,  a fear  imposing  name  that  had 
attached  itself  to  her  when  she  was 
named  assistant  to  the  Sister  Superior 
and  put  in  charge  of  discipline  at  the 
school.  It  was  she  who  had  made  Jim 
walk  with  the  girl’s  line  for  a whole 
week  because  he  had  been  seen  talking 
to  a girl  in  the  corridor. 

But  now,”  said  Jim  in  a manner 
that  was  half  serious  and  half  joking, 
I could  really  challenge  old  Two  Gun 
if  I could  buy  that  cap  pistol." 


You're  kidding,  Jim,”  Ed  shouted 
in  that  slightly  shocked  tone  that  in- 
dicated that  he  still  held  all  nuns  and 
priests  to  be  above  human  standards. 

I'm  kidding,  Ed,  but  wouldn’t  it 
be  great  to  see  her  face  if  I pulled  a 
cap  pistol  on  her  as  she  came  charging 
down  the  line?” 

A malicious  little  grin  began  form- 
ing on  Ed’s  face  but  he  quickly  changed 
the  mood  by  running  the  last  twenty 
yards  to  Benny’s  to  get  a good  look  at 
the  pistol. 

Holy  cow,  Jim!  How  are  you  going 
to  buy  this  pistol?  It  costs  a dollar!” 

The  question  about  cost  rudely  thrust 
back  into  Jim’s  mind  what  he  had 
been  attempting  to  forget.  The  money, 
the  single  dollar,  the  buck,  had  been 
stolen.  Not  stolen  really  but  borrowed 
on  a very  long  term  basis.  The  day  pre- 
vious, Jim’s  mother  had  asked  him  to 
do  an  errand  for  her.  She  was  busy  as 
mothers  are  in  that  time  before  supper, 
and  Jim  was  sent  to  get  his  mother’s 
pocketbook.  It  was  lying  open  in  his 
parent’s  bedroom  with  the  billfold  in 
plain  view.  Jim  calmly  reached  in, 
opened  the  billfold  and  extracted  an 
old  dirty  dollar  bill.  Then  with  the 
billfold  carefully  placed  back  in  the 
pocketbook,  he  brought  the  purse  to 
his  mother  who  then  gave  him  money 
to  do  the  errand. 

The  dollar  was  still  in  his  pocket 
today;  still  old  and  dirty;  still  able  to 
be  returned  to  the  billfold.  Jim  had 
already  convinced  himself  that  he  had 
not  stolen  the  money;  that  he  had  not 
committed  a mortal  sin  for  he  really 
hadn’t  planned  to  take  the  money; 
that  his  mother  would  not  need  the 
money  because  it  was  old  and  there 
were  other  bills  in  the  wallet. 

"Jim,”  Ed  called,  "how  are  you  go- 
ing to  get  a dollar?” 

”I’ve  been  running  some  errands.” 

"Enough  for  this?” 

"Could  be.” 

"I  sure  wish  I could  get  a cap  pistol 
like  that,  but  my  folks  think  that  I’m 
getting  a little  too  old  for  guns. 


"How  old,”  Jim  asked,  "are  you 
when  you  stop  playing  with  guns?” 

Well,  I asked  my  father  and  he 
said,  "Never,  that’s  why  butter  is  ra- 
tioned’, and  my  mother  said,  'that 
wasn't  funny’;  but  that’s  all  they  said." 

"Hi,  Jim.” 

Jim  turned  quickly  and  saw  a tall 
fellow,  his  age,  passing  with  a smiled 
hello  on  his  face. 

Hi  Billy.  Long  time  no  see!”  jim 
shouted  back. 

" Where  do  you  know  him  from?" 

"Billy  Brown?  I went  to  public 
school  with  him.” 

I can't  play  with  him.” 

"Why  not?” 

"He  doesn’t  go  to  Sister  School.” 
"So?” 

"Well,  when  my  mother  is  alone 
and  I ask  her  if  I can  play  with  Billy, 
she  says  that  it’s  all  right.  And  when 
my  father  and  I are  alone,  he  says  that 
it’s  all  right.  But  when  they  are  to- 
gether they  say  that  I shouldn’t  play 
with  him.” 

" I wonder  why?” 

"Why  they  say  that?” 

"No,  why  he  doesn’t  go  to  Sister 
School.” 

"Maybe  he’s  not  a Catholic?” 

"If  he  isn’t  a Catholic,  what  is  he?” 

”1  don’t  know.  He  can’t  be  Jew- 
ish because  they  all  live  up  by  the  park. 
Maybe  he’s  one  of  those  Protestants 
who  never  go  to  Church?" 

”1  wonder  why  he’s  not  a Catholic?" 

"It  probably  had  something  to  do 
with  where  he  was  born.” 

"Ed,  I'm  going  in  to  buy  that  pistol.” 
"Got  enough  money?” 

"Yeh,  I've  saved  some,”  Jim  said 
hurriedly  over  his  shoulder  as  he  went 
into  the  store.  He  quickly  sought  out 
Benny,  told  him  what  he  wanted,  gave 
him  the  tainted  dollar,  and  took  hisl 
pistol  outside  without  bothering  to 
wrap  it.  Benny  had  supplied  a roll  of 
caps  free  for  the  gun. 

When  Jim  came  outside  he  found 
the  rest  of  his  friends  waiting  with  Ed 
to  see  the  gun.  Jim  proudly  passed  it 
around  to  the  admiring  friends  who 
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were  all  promised  a turn  with  it  after 
Jim  had  used  it.  Though  he  still  had 
his  school  pants  on,  Jim  used  the  side 
pocket  for  a holster.  And  after  check- 
ing to  see  that  the  caps  were  set,  his 
hand  snapped  down,  grasped  the  big 
handle  firmly,  and  with  the  vision  of 
an  enemy  behind  him,  he  whirled  and 
thrust  out  the  gun  smacking  it  into 
the  arm  of  a fellow  who  had  just  ar- 
rived, causing  the  gun  to  pop  out  of 
Jim’s  hand  and  to  fall  to  the  sidewalk 
setting  off  the  cap  that  lay  beneath  the 
hammer.  Jim’s  arm  was  only  an  instant 
behind  the  gun  and  it  seemed  as  if  the 
gun  bounced  back  into  his  hand.  He 
quickly  tried  to  pull  the  trigger  but  it 
broke  in  his  fist. 

Someone  shouted,  "What  hap- 


"Leo  got  in  the  way!’’ 

I did  not;  he  bumped  me." 

"Leo  broke  our  gun.” 

"1  couldn't  help  it.” 

"Jim  ought  to  punch  him.” 

Leo  started  to  cry — more  from  fear 
of  personal  harm  than  from  sorrow  at 
having  aided  the  tragedy  of  the  break- 
ing of  the  gun. 

"Hit  him,  Jim.” 

"No,  it  wasn’t  his’  fault.” 

"Make  him  pay  you  a dollar.” 
"Well 

"I'll  give  you  my  pistol  when  I go 
home,”  Leo  said. 

Jim  knew  that  Leo’s  cap  pistol  was  a 
cheap  model  but  the  fear  that  his  own 
mother  might  find  out  about  his  buy- 


ing a dollar  gun,  and  the  fear  that 
Leo's  mother  might  ask  why  Leo 
wanted  the  dollar  made  him  accept 
Leo's  offer  and  they  shook  hands. 

Someone  yelled,  "Let's  go  home  and 
change  so  we  can  play  some  street 
hockey.  We’ve  got  enough  for  a game 
and  it’s  cool  enough  to  play." 

An  answering,  "Okay,”  split  the 
group  and  they  went  their  separate 
ways  home. 

Jim  rushed  home,  anxious  to  forget 
the  disaster,  and  reluctant  to  accept 
fully  the  penetrating  thought  that  he 
had  been  punished  for  stealing  the 
dollar.  He  changed  quickly,  grabbed 
his  hockey  stick  and  green  hat,  and  ran 
to  the  street  where  they  played  hock- 
ey. The  sides  were  already  being 


''Well,  wasn't  that  nice  of  Billy  to  tell  you 
who  brought  the  stork.” 
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chosen  so  Jim  was  quickly  in  the  game. 
There  was  one  extra  man  at  the  start 
but  then  Leo  showed  up  clutching  his 
hockey  stick  and  his  cap  pistol. 

"Here,”'  Leo  said,  thrusting  the 
pistol  at  Jim. 

Jim  took  it,  pushing  it  into  his  pock- 
et, anxious  to  forget  the  incident  and 
to  get  on  with  the  game. 

Leo  played  on  the  team  opposite 
Jim  and  they  bumped  occasionally. 
The  sweater  that  Jim  was  wearing  was 
making  him  very  warm  with  the  run- 
ning in  the  game.  It  was  soon  Leo’s 
turn  to  play  the  goal.  Suddenly,  Jim 
broke  out  of  a hassle  and  was  racing 
in  all  alone  on  Leo,  pushing  the  tin 
can  ahead  of  him  on  the  end  of  his 
hockey  stick.  Leo  crouched  to  stop  him 
and  Jim  snapped  his  wrists,  turning 
the  blade  of  the  stick  just  as  it  hit  the 
tin  can  causing  the  can  to  fly  up  and 
hit  Leo  in  the  face. 

"Leo’s  bleedin.” 

"Jim  hit  him.” 

"He  did  it  on  purpose.  He  knows 
you’re  not  supposed  to  shoot  ’lifties.’ 

"Let’s  get  him.” 

Jim  had  already  grabbed  his  hockey 
stick  and  had  run  far  enough  away  to 
discourage  pursuit.  He  slowed  to  a 
walk  and  scuffed  his  way  through  the 
leaves  dragging  the  stick  behind  him. 
Idly,  he  thought,  "I  wonder  what  Bill 
Brown  is  doin?” 

The  early  darkness  of  late  October 
was  bringing  the  cold  air  in  as  the 
noises  increased  with  the  evening  rush 
of  busses  and  cars  burying  the  last 
sighs  of  the  dead  leaves. 


WE  INVITE  the  RUPTURED  of 
SPRINGFIELD  to  a Private  Trial  Fit- 
ting Of  New  Rice  Support. 

— advertisement  The  Springfield  Union 
Sort  of  a low  down  version  of  an  up 
lift  bra. 

Orange  Schools  Sued  by  N.A.A.C.P. 

— New  York  Times 

Next — Rainbow  Falls. 


LORD  CHESTERFIELD 


advice 


. . . according  to  Lord  Chesterfield, 
it  is  “seldom  welcome,  and  those 
who  want  it  the  most  always  like  it 
the  least.” 

We  hesitate  to  dispute  the  re- 
doubtable earl  . . . but  it  has  been 
our  experience  that  those  who  seek 
our  advice  want  it,  and  welcome  it 
because  they  find  it  very  helpful. 

ixssociate 

Atanroi 

MEMORIAL  HALL 

AMHERST,  MASS. 

HELPING  U-M  GROW 
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BUSTaCO. 
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The  Jayne  Mansfield, 
model.  C02  inflated 
to  add  inches  on  to 
youi^  charm , and  bu- 
ancy  when  wrecked ’d 
sea.  Coast  Guard,  & 
Publicity  Directors 
approved.  Beige,  or 
marker-dye  orange. 

| At  all  stores.  3**+5 
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Some  years  ago,  when  the  intel- 
lectual tone  of  television  was  set  by  a 
gentleman  known  as  Jerry  Lester,  had 
the  American  ideal  of  feminine  beauty 
was  personified  in  the  figure  of  Faye 
Emerson,  the  American  moving  picture 
industry  was  worried.  There  was  a 
fear,  in  Hollywood,  that  television 
would  empty  the  movie  houses.  To 
safeguard  the  industry  the  movie 
moguls  banned  the  showing  of  old 
movies  on  the  flickering  screens  of  the 
ten-inch  Dumonts  and  Muntzs. 

A second  course  to  fight  the  encroach- 
ment of  the  television  industry  into 
the  preserve  of  Hollywood  was  also 
plotted.  The  second  course  was  to  pro- 
duce better  movies.  "Better”  long 
meant  more  spectacular  to  Hollywood. 
The  Cecil  B.  DeMille  era  lasted  long 
enough  into  the  age  of  television  to  put 
the  movie  industry  into  trouble.  After 
being  conditioned  to  Jack  Webb,  and 
the  various  gimmicks  used  in  his  pro- 
grams, the  sudden  close-ups,  the  small 
shots,  the  public  began  thinking  that 
better  and  bigger  were  not  synony- 
mous. 

Hollywood  replied  with  better 
movies.  The  list  of  better  films,  de- 
signed to  combat  television  is  impres- 
sive. Then  the  truth  dawned  on  the 
Hollywood  executives.  Television 
would  thrive  whether  or  not  they 
helped.  This  hard  fact  dawned  first  on 
the  Hollywood  studios  that  had,  for 
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IMAGINE. . .. 
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I years,  muddled  through  without-,  one 
/ actor  in  their  stables,  without  one  di- 
I rector  on  their  staffs,  and  without  one 
I reputable  release  to  their  credit.  RKO 
J Radio  and  Republic  Pictures,  long  the 
mainstay  studios  for  the  planners  of 
Kiddies  Matinees  featuring  class  D 
westerns,  folded.  As  a parting  shot  at 
the  machine  that  was  the  cause  of 
their  demise,  the  two  defunct  studios 
sold  television  their  backlog  of  films.  ( 

1 People  were  driven  in  droves,  from 
their  television  screens  to  their  neigh- 
borhood theatres.  Hollywood  had  won; 
movies  were  on  their  way  back.  v 

Success  may  be  unable  to  spoil  Rock  I 
Hunter,  but  it  wreaked  havok  with 
Hollywood.  The  "better’'  pictures  con- 
tinued for  a while,  but  only  for  a 
while.  Content  with  its  earnings  on 
television  for  the  old  movies  and  for 
the  filmed  adventure  series,  Hollywood  S 
reverted  to  type. 

Hollywood’s  type  is  Susan  Sla.de, 
and  what  is  an  even  worse  indictment,  L 
Hey,  Let's  Twist!  The  advance  billing 
for  Susan  Slade  stated  that  the  lovers 
from  Parrish  were  back  together  again. 
Better  had  they  stayed  apart.  For  ap-  , 
proximately  90  minutes  the  plight  of 
an  unwed  mother  was  deftly  turned 
into  either  the  most  tragic  comedy,  or 
comic  tragedy,  ever  to  flicker  across 
the  silver  screen.  Not  until  Susan’s 
5 bastard  (let’s  call  a Slade  a Slade) 
smoulders  for  a while  does  the  comic 
relief  become  uproariously  funny. 
From  the  time  of  the  burning  of  the 
kewpie  doll  until  the  tear-drenched 
happy  ending  the  laughs  come  faster 
and  faster.  Leaving  the  theatre  after 
seeing  Susan  Slade  is  a very  happy  ex- 
perience. 

Hey,  Let's  Twist!  is  the  story  of  a 
J Manhattan  dive  and  social  Saint  Vitus 
Dance.  If  there  is  any  plot  to  this 
opus,  and  there  is  a very  large  doubt 
that  there  is,  it  is  as  twisted  as  the 
various  glutemus  maximi  that  provide 
the  larger  proportion  of  the  scenery.  / 
The  "Twist”,  the  social  phenomena 
that  caused  this  film  is  explained  in  all  > 
of  its  ramifications  during  the  film.  The  | 
"Twist”  can  best  be  described  as  ver-  ( 
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tical  explanation  utilising  animation, 
of  what  Doctor  Kinsey  wrote  two 
books  about. 

After  this  crop  of  motion  pictures 
the  Late  Show  is  a showplace  for 
works  of  art.  And  that  does  include 
John  Wayne  flics. 


PRACTICE  ALERTs 

Tick,  tick,  ticking — it  clicks  across  the 
outer  edge  of  the  senses — the  sound  of 
woman  crossing  a tiled  floor — heads 
turn  like  radar  to  pick  up  the  source — a 
smartly  styled  shoe,  a lovely  leg,  a chic 
dress,  a strawberry  soda  and  pie  a la 
mode. 

False  Alarm 

LOST:  One  gold  gum  case.  Contact 
Sandra  Ellen  Borg,  420  Knowlton. 
Reward  offered.  — Collegian 

Calling  Dr.  Galbraith,  calling  Dr. 
Galbraith. 
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WORDS  &,  PICTURES 
TRAC\  WILSON 
ED  McMAUUS 
0.  PASANEM 
Doe  patten 
D.  TWOHIO 
JR  MATHER 
ED  BUCK 


THE  CRAVEN 

(With  Apologies  to  E.  A.  Foe) 
by  Edgar  Winnie  Pooh 
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Once  upon  a night  quite  dandy 
While  1 guzzled  gin  and  brandy 
) Washing  it  down  with  pickwick 
throwing  bottles  on  the  floor 
Near  my  door  I heard  a bumping 
As  of  someone  loudly  thumping 
Thumping  on  my  bedroom  floor. 


Once  again  I heard  that  rapping 
While  a beer  keg  I was  tapping 
Echoing  throughout  the  room  and 
booming  in  my  brain. 

I thought  I’d  better  check  the  riot 
I feel  like  hell,  but  why  not  try  it. 

And  rid  me  of  that  pounding  pain. 

From  my  stupor  I was  stirring 
While  the  images  were  blurring 
Like  the  fog  of  London  rolling  slow- 
ly o’er  the  moors 

I belched,  I barfed,  I moaned,  I mum- 
bled 

While  over  empty  bottles  I tumbled 
Tumbled  toward  my  bedroom  door. 

The  din  was  slowly  growing  greater 
I said  "Oh  hell,  I’ll  wait  ’till  later" 
Then  I heard  a sigh  of  ecstasy  come 
rushing  forth 

I cleared  my  head  and  rubbed  my  eyes 
And  said  "They’re  in  for  a surprise. 
I'll  blackmail  them  for  all  they’re 
worth." 

J I staggered  through  the  unlocked  door 
And  said  "My  turn  to  hit  the  floor" 

I hit  the  lights  and  saw  my  mongrel 
dreaming  on  the  floor 
He  started  stirring,  madly  thumping 
While  plans  of  orgy  I was  dumping 
Just  a mutt  . . . 

Spastic  and  nothing  more 
— 
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Of  all  your  worldly  possessions 
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Nothing  else  you  own  could  dress  up  your  door  in  such 
elegant  taste. 

Nothing  else  you  own  could  give  you  such  superb,  dis- 
tinguished companionship  wherever  you  take  it 


. . . to  ride  you  remarkably  smooth  and  steady,  hold 
a ruler-straight  course  even  on  curves  or  in  stillest  cross- 
winds.  And  because  Advanced  Thrust  moves  the  high 
hump  forward  out  of  the  front  passenger  compartment, 
even  the  “middle  rider”  has  lots  of  leg  room. 


when  better  builds  are  cattied,  a BUCK  will  buy  them 
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titled  >nScolUnd  and  Bottled  in  the 
Kingdom,  under  <‘Ot/ernmentSupn»Siai 


CUTTY  SARK 
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SCOTCH  WHISKY 


FROM  HONSURUK\  LTD. 
PURV£TLR5  QF  SAK\ 
to  the  queen 
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SCOTS  WHISKY 


K)Q*  Scotch  Whiskies 
,0“  Scotland,  best  DWtillerK* 


^ Proof 


4/5  Quirt 

bollix  * 


f®  '♦IB  r\KHMV  TMl  QVtfn 


/ 


Whenever  you  leave  town, 

carry  money  only  you  can 

spend:  Bank  of  America 
Travelers  Cheques.  Loss- 
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THE  SAFE  WAY 


to  stay  alert  without 
harmful  stimulants 


Never  take  chances  with 
dangerous  “pep  pills.”  In- 
stead, take  proven  safe 
NoDoz©.  Keeps  you 
> mentally  alert  with  the 

same  safe  refresher  found 
in  coffee.  Yet  NoDoz  is 
faster,  handier,  more 
q reliable.  Absolutely  not 


habit-forming.  Next  time 
monotony  makes  you  feel 
drowsy  while  driving, 
working  or  studying,  do 
as  millions  do  . . . perk  up 
with  safe,  effective  NoDoz. 
Another  fine  product  of 
Grove  Laboratories. 


Il 


Take  a puff... it’s  Springtime ! 
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©Earn  refreshes  your  taste 
ajr-softens,/ every  puff 


A moment  of  fresh  discovery 
is  yours  with  each  Salem  cigarette ...  for  as  springtime  refreshes  you, 
Salem’s  own  special  softness  refreshes  your  taste. 

• menthol  fresh  • rich  tobacco  taste  • modern  filter  too 

Created  by  R J Reynold's  Tobacco  Company 


